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If TJffiblla — 

To bears a part in this : patience a while good Capis : 

Lend me a ligbr • know wc this face, or no ? * v 

Alas nay friend, and my deare couwrey man : 

Roderigo ? no,yes furc : O heauen Roderigs. 

Gra . What of Venice? 

lag. Euen he fir,didyou know him ? 

Gra. Know him ? I. - 

lag. Seignior Grattans, I cry you gentle pardon: 

Thefe bloody accidentstnuli excufemy manners* 

That fo negledbed you, 

Gra. I am glad to fee you, 

lag. How doe you Capio ? O a chaire 3 a chairc* 

Gra . Roderigo . 

lag. Hc,ti s he : O that's well faid,a chairc : 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence. 

Tie fetch the Generalls Surgeon : for you miftrifle, 

Sauc you your labour, he that lies flame here Capio 3 
Was my deare fricnd,whac malice was betwixt you ? 

Caf. None in the world ,nor doe I know the man. 
lag. Whatjooke you pale ? O beare him out o’ch aire. 
Stay you good Gentlewoman,lookc you pale miftrifle? 

Doe you perceiue the ieaftures of her eye, 

Nay,an you ftirre^we fhall haue more anon : 

Behold her well I pray you,lookc vpon her. 

Doe you lee Gentlemen ? Nay guiltineffe 
Will fpeake,though tongues were out of vfe. Enter Em. 
Em. ’Laswhat’s t be chatter? wkaiN the matter husband? 
lag. Cafs is has here bin fet on in the darke. 

By RodmgOy and fcllovves that arc fcap’c, 

Hec’s almoft flaine, and Roderigo dead. 

Em. Alas good gentleman,nlas good Capio. 

Tag. This is the frukc ofwhpring,pray Emilia , 

Goe know of Cafsio 9 where he fupt to night : 

What,doe you (hake at that ? 

Rian. He fupt at my houfe,but I therefore (hake not# 
lag. O did he fb,I charge you gos with me. 

Em, Fie,fie vpon thee Itrumpec. 
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' I amnio ftrumpet.but of Jifc as honeft, 

As you, that thus abufe me. 

'Em. As I *• fough,fie ypon thee. ^ 

lav. Kind Gentlemen, let’s goe fee poor* Caffii dtilt . 

Conic miftrefle, you muft cell’s alnother tale. 

Emillia, runac you to the Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt : 

Will you go® on,I pray, this is the night , . 

That either markes me, or foredocs me quite. 

EX&tnL 

Enter Othello with Alight. 

Oth. It is the caufe,it is the caufe,my foule, 

Let me not name it to you,you chafte ftarres s 
It is the caule,yet ITe not filed her blood. 

Nor fcarre that whiter skin of hers,then fnow. 

And ftno®th,as monumentall Alablaftcr ; 

Yet fhe muft die,eli'c ihec'il betray more men. 

Put out the light ,a«d then put out the light : 

If 1 quench thee, thou flaming minifter, 
lean againe,thy former light reftore, 

Should I repent me; but once put out thine, 

Thou cunning patterns of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that promethian hcate. 

That can thy light returnc : when I haue piuckt the rofe, 

I cannot giue it vicall growth againe. 

It muft r, cedes wither ; l’ic fniell it on the tree, 

A balmy brcath,that doth almoft perfwa de 
Iuftice her felfc to breake her fword once more, 

Bethus, when thou art dead, and I w ill kill thee. 

And louc thee after : once morejand this the laft, 

So fweete was nc’re fo fatall s I muft weepe, kljfes her. 

But they are cruell tcares ; this for: owes heauenly. 

It ftrikes when it does louc : flic wakes. 

Def. Who’s ther ^Othello ? 

Oth. l^Dcfdemona. 

Otf. Willyoucomc to bed my Lord? 

Haue you prayed to night , Dsfiemna ? 
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